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Morning. 1936. Archeologist Indian Bones and a single guide (although, on 
America entering a heavily booby-trapped ancient temple to try to 



On the other hand, we do. Oh, true, this is how the smash hit film of the 
However, for us, we sort of sat there going, “Come on! i can’t really believe 
ourselves in as one of the millions praising this film from start to finish, 
we guess our minor dislike for this flick sort of puts us in the minority and 


















the other hand, he could have been married) were out in the jungle of South 
gain possession of an important lost treasure. Suddenly... 







Careful of that light. 


Why? 


If you stand in its rays 
like that you'll wind 
up with a spear in 
your back. 


Waltl There It Isl The Golden 
Nose of Sonlal In order not to 
trigger off the weighted booby 
trap it's sitting on, I'll just quickly 
replace it with this b'A pounds of 
cottage cheese I've been carrying 
around in my back pocket. 


Whool Something tells me 
these guys aren't out to 

fust play tag. BUGLOWl 
THE PLANE! GET THE PLANE!! 


And now that 
you've had an 
ample 75 sec¬ 
onds to catch 
your breath— 
Natives! After 


Patootiesl We shoot and poof 
the poison darts and spears 
at Indian—hundreds of them- 
but not one hits him. Plus a 
plane comes out of nowhere 
to rescue him. This is truly 
unbelievable! 


summer begins--with action at breakneck speed--and audiences love it. 
that! it can’t be!” And although we were entertained, we just can’t count 
For us, too much is left unexplained, stretching our believability. Oh well, 
makes us seem in the eyes of everyone else who loves it like... 






























Indian, you've got to find that ark first 


Well, to do that I’ll need the golden medallion 
headpiece that's placed on a staff that's used in the 
Tanis map room. When the sun hits the crystal in 
the center of the medallion it tells exactly where 
the ark is buried. 


And you've already read the script six times! 
Imagine how they're feeling out there! 






BRONX 


I'll say. It brings 
movies right up into 
the 1940's. 


I'm sorry to take you away from your class, but two 
members of army intelligence are here to see you. 
Gentlemen, meet Indian Bones, university professor 
and archeologist. 


Archeologist? 


Yes, I’m very 
interested in 
old relics. 


Ahh. Then perhaps you'd be interested in 
dating my spinster sister. 


My gosh, Mucous. That means the 
Germans have located Tanis.. 


NOTES 


Excuse his rapier wit. Tanis is where the ark is 
believed to have been buried. As to what it actually 
is, we only know that it's something magical, 
having great power and wealth. 


Who has this medallion? 


Marryin' Cravenswood. Thirteen years ago I told 
her I'd pick her up at noon to go to a movie. 

If she hasn't given up hope and is still waiting 
for me to get there, there's a possibility I can 
locate her. 


FANTASY 

ISLAND 


DO- HOS 
BIRTHPLACE 




Look at that. An arrow tracing 
where Indian is going. What a 
clever device. It's a major step 


in cinema. 


Major Eaton! 


Sorry, The reason we re here is 
because we believe that the Nazis are 
about to recover the lost ark. 
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Date!?l That was 13 years ago. What took 
you so long to get here? 


I got hung up in traffic 


But there's only one 

other car in all Nepali 


It'll give me time to think about your proposition' 
also give time for him to torture me. 




So, you don't know where the medallion is. 

Perhaps if I use this you will. 


Tohtol 


No thanks. I don't smoke 


You will when I press 
this against you. 


Did you see the way he 

used that whip?!? Boy 
is that unbelievablel 


That's herolsml 


That's courage! 


That's a 
lot of bunkl 


Marryln l I'm here for our date. 


O.K. The truth. I’m here to get that medallion your 
father found. I need it. I'll give you $3000 for it, plus 
you can still have the flowers I originally bought for 
our date. 


Come back tomorrow. 


Not as unbelievable as 
our boss, Tohto, who's 

grabbing for the 
medallion smoldering 
in a 1400° fire. 


Yeah. Well, what about that the same medallion that 
scorched Tohto, Marryin' is able to pick 
up with just a nylon scarf. 



























Siwtw 


Sorry your piece got a little damaged in the fight 


drawn arrow! 


That's o.k. I was gonna replace three of the chairs 
anyway. But what it does do is make up partners 
now. 


Why not. Grab your things and it's off to Cairo. 


How we getting there—prop plane? 


CAIKP 


They’i#e got Marryln'. She's In there. 


My good friend, Sallad. Greetings. I'm glad you could 
help Marryin’ and me. Here. I have the medallion. 


We ll get what's written on it 

translated right away. 


Could you drop 
the humor and 
fust rescue me. 


Not so fast, guys. I think those fellows in the white 
sheets and black hoods have other ideas for us. 


Big deal! 

Can you do this? 
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Oh nol Marryln'l She was in the back 
of that truck and now (he's.. .(sob cry) 


No, she Isn't. You know movie heroines 
never die in the middle of the picture. 

You’ll find her, later on, safe and sound. 


Thanks a lot, Sallad! This is the first flick I've 
been able to cry over something that didn't 
shed and you gotta ruin It. 



My friend translated the medallion for you and this is 

where the ark is. 


Excellent. We should find it 
anytime. Now dlgl 


I am. Only, I don't understand how we're able to 
dig out in the open, silhoufted like this, and 
still remain undetected by the Germans? 




And the director is standing on the other 
side of the set yelling "Look over herel 
Not over there where they're digging!" 



There it is, Sallad! The arkl Now there's nothing to stop 
us from getting it except. .. AHHU SNAKES!! I HATE SNAKES! 


Relax. Only 400 of them are real. The other 
8000 are pieces of llnguini painted black. 

I There you go Sallad! Breaking the mood again! 





We did 
it! We 
have 
the arkl ■ 


Not exactly, Indian. Once again, I am taking 
what you have found. But, as an even ex¬ 
change, I'll toss Marryin' down. She really 
didn't die in that truck explosion. 


How'd she manage to grab 
onto you without pulling her 
arm out of her socket? 



Yeah, I know. Some big mouth |3j __ 
ruined that surprise for us. 
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I'm tryln', but 

still they 
keep coming. 


Indian, 

we're 

doomed! 


No we're not 
as long as you 

keep the 
snakes away 

from us. 


Why don't you try 

waving the torch like 
I told you instead of 
going "Shoo! Shoo! 


Beat it! 


I CPN'T YOU LEftRN 
ONE SIMPLE LINE ‘ 
. ".IT'S 'MlSSS', . 
ft NOT'BOO'/ I 


Oh. Right. One minor thing though. 

How are we gonna get out of here? 


Indian, the ark Is 
loaded onto that 
truck. 


Now to just leap onto 
the roof of this truck. 


All right. I'll take this horse, chase 
the truck and rescue the ark. You 

get a ship ready in Cairo. 


What should 1 do? 


Contact my stunt double and tell 
him to rest up. I'm gonna really need 
him in the next scene. 


Right! 


.. .Into the front seat. 
GIVE ME THAT WHEELl 


This isn't quite how that 
maneuver was supposed to work! 


Nol You heroes always want 
to drive! Get out of here. 





































































Look at thatl Despite being shot in the arm and 
losing 3 pints of blood a minute, he's working his 
way under the truck. 


Look! Now he's shinning himself back onto 
the truck via his whip. 


Is that possible? 


While he's there, maybe he can repair that 
rear axle leak we’ve been having. 


Perhaps, but that's nothing. Once he gets back 
into the truck, he's gonna hijack it, meet up 
with the ship Saliad gets for him and board 
that. However, seconds later, one of our 
submarines will stop the ship and take the ark 
and Marryln'. 


Come on Tohto! We don't want to 
make this scene unbelievable. 


So you Insisted on following us every¬ 
where. Very well. I have the two of 
you. Tie them to a stake. 


That's right. And to keep track of where the 
submarine is going, I'll merely hang onto the 
outside of it for 1600 miles. I lust hope it 

doesn't submerge. I haven't mastered breath 
control too good yet. 


And now to open the ark and find out what thing 
of great power is inside. It s supposed to 
have the uncanny ability to make everything 
it comes in contact with extremely wealthy. 
Well?. .. Come on ? Is it open? 


. The next 
script for 
the Raiders' 
series! 


My gosh! You won't 
believe It. Inside is.. .is 


And CRACKED called 
our movie unbellevablell 


WEN'D 





























SPY SWATTER SECTION: 

Put on your trench coat, dark glasses and fake beard. Were heading for 
the world of cloaks and daggers. CRACKED'S guide is the number-one (or 
007, if you prefer) secret agent, James Bond... Pssst! The password is... 


“I thnk you’re right. Bond! 

Since when is a golfball supposed to go 


w “Hey. pair^ 
Didn't your mother 
ever tell you it’s not 
polite to point?“> 


jr “That's chic. ^ 
A cigarette lighter in 
. your left foot!” 


/ “Conic on, 
let’s get out ^ 
of here! There’s al 
time bomb in there! 
set to go off | 
at 9:45...or J 
is it 11:50... A 
\ maybe it's 
V 3:30V" 


'That’s funny! I thought 1 left that gun 
in my other suit. What do you know! 
This is mv other suit!" 





' 










||w^“Did anyone ever 
• l tell you, you have 
\. lovely toes?" 


“What happened? 
Did they break your 
^coverstory?" ^ 


r “Don’t be silly, we don't want 
the plan for the H-bomb. It's the formula 
I*. for silly putty we're after!" ^ 


r “Yes, 
also my two 
legs, one arm, my 
head and three / 
ribs!” 


MOON ATE A BIG PINKKUMQUAT 












Hoolago! * 


l here s a huge mass 
coming towards us. Captain 


"Quick! Arrange for subtitles so 
the audience can understand us and 
then fire torpedoes. 


Excuse me sir, but is that a lobster 
on your forehead? 


*1 knew my agent should have 
gotten me another part. Kingtos 
never last long in these stories. 


Well, it’s finally happened! After 10 years off reruns on television, 
Spock, Kirk and all the rest have finally decided to boldly go where 
they’ve never gone before — to the motion picture screen as, at last, 
a major studio’s finally released 
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Capt. Quirk! It's you 


A force? 


Yes, Scutti. It's my contention that it got loose 
from an old Star Wars movie. 


Well, in that case, I'll be a-taking you out 
to the ship at once. They've been redoing 
her, laddie. 


Mr. Chicklet, please get me a 

pen, stamp and envelope. 


What for sir? 


I want to address 

the crew. 


But sir, we have a command¬ 
er already — Mr. Deckedout 


Oh yeah! What you just did was 
play 2 games of Space Invaders. 
That's the computer over there. 


Oh, are 
you now 


Admiral, this ship's been totally 
redesigned, and I now know her 
better than anyone. 


Yes, Scutti and it's Admiral now. The United 
Federation of Plants has given me permission 
to command the Enterprising again. There's a 
huge force heading towards earth. 


Piffle. After 78 episodes on T.V., 
I remember something. See. I 
just got a weather readout 
from this computer. 


My! She's beautiful. 
Truly a model ship. 


So, you cana see 
the wires too, sir? 
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Men, women and assorted creatures, 
there is a force heading towards earth 
and our mission is to destroy it — the 
force, that is. Not the earth. 


Look!! The station is being 
zapped. What could that 
strange cloud possibly be? 


My tamily and I assure 
you that this is the best 
-margarine you'll ever 
taste. Promise!! 


I know, and I've 
been pushing 
the beamer, but 
nothing's 

happening. 


Allow me, sir 
This is the 
beamer. 


You activated the automatic 
flush in the john. 


Excuse me sir, but 
there's someone 

waiting to be 
beamed up. 
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Capt., 1 am Hialeah, your new second officer 


I knew those close cropped haircuts were in 
for women, but yours is ridiculous. 


Aren't you going to welcome me aboard? 


He's been riding with 
the parking brake on 


You saved the ship. 
Captain. I'd like to 
thank you, in my own 
way, of course. 


You mean with some 
inore of your stilted 
dialog and wooden 
acting. 


What's going on? 
Everything's a 

blur. 


Perhaps the CRACKED 
printing press is acting 
up again. 


Commander, there's someth 
approaching us out there 


No, sir, it's. . my gosh! It's Mr. Spook 
and he's hitchhiking. 


It must be the deli sand¬ 
wiches I sent out for. 



1 


Commander 

Scutti, let's move it I 
out. Bring this baby 

■ 

■! 

Deckedout. 
we re in 

up to warp one. 

ft 

V 

a hurry. 
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masterful 

"DECISION • 


Commander, the cloud 
force is ahead. Shall we 
send out messages of 
friendship? 


Please sir. 
You'll bend 


I can see you're just as 
warm as ever. 


Yes, Zulu. Oh, and while you're at it 
throw in a bo* of candy too. 


Sir, we're being 

swallowed into 
the very bowels 
of this alien 
vehicle. 


The analogy is correct 

What should we do? 


What kind of being 
would spurn friend' 
ship and not listen 
to reason? 


Well, we've got to try 
and dissolve our way 
out. Quick! Release a 
giant Rolaid. 


Commander, the vehicle has 
unleashed something on us. 


It's going after Hialeah 


Intruder 

alert! 

Intruder 

alert! 


You know what I think it is 


A probe looking us over? 


Our first clue. The being has a 

thing for bald-headed women 
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Quirk! Hialeah's returned only 
of red thing implanted 


now with some 
in her neck. 


Could be a piece of 

alien jewelry. 


No good. We've been 

seized by a tractor 

beam. We can’t move 


DINNA FORGET 7HP 
PRICE Of GOLD THESE 
1 DAYS; SIR ! 


LIKE 
WO W 


She’s been turned into a 

video tape unit. 


Sir, it's not that kind of unit. 

I'll explain later. For now. let's get 
her to sick bay. Perhaps her make¬ 
up will tell us something. 


Get out of here 
spook. Eyeshadow 
can't talk. 


No kidding. You think she's got 
The Black Hole stored inside 
her? I missed it when it was in 
the movies 300 years ago. 


ATLANTIC 


I will now start my examination, but I warn 
you admiral, if some stronge creature pops u| 
out of her chest and bloodies my uniform, I’n 
sending you the cleaning bill. 


I'd say it were spooky out here, but I’m 
not capable of emotion. Too bad, though 
because this place gives me the creeps. I 
feel as if I'm in a living machine — sort of 
like spending the weekend trapped 
inside a Mr. Coffee. 


Darn that Spook. I told 
him he could borrow 
my ties, my shoes, 
even my huggy bear 
pajamas, but not my 
thruster suit! 


He wanted to investigate the 
outer regions of this alien vehicle 
first hand, so he borrowed your 
thruster suit. 
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What's 


Ahhhh! The being is mis¬ 
taking me for a giant 

credit card and charging 

me with 6 million volts 

of electricity. 


wrong 


There's 6 million 
volts of power 

surging through 
ne and you wanna 
know if I'm all 
right. . .Ooh! ! 


reel a pain 
on my side, 
ke something 
being stuck 
into me. 


Relax 


Commander, 

Voyge is a 
machine. He's 
barren, and I 

believe he wants 
to know who his 

creator is. 


Well tell him Gene 
Roddenberry. See, it's 
right here in the credits 


Voyge sends a 
question to 
you carbon 
units. 


Carbon units? 
What does he 
think we are 

duracell 

batteries? 


I've got an idea. Voyge is like a 
child. Treat him as such and 
maybe this probe will take you tc 

meet him in person. 


Voyge, want some candy? Or how about a Star 
Drek model that retails for $19.95? They're both 

yours if you just take me to yourself. 


Sir, he’s got 3 
powerful weapons 

surrounding the 
earth now. 


Oh^otheic! 
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I don't think that's 

necessary, sir. 


If you think that's asking a lot 
wait'll you get a load of this. I 
shall now connect myself to 
the machine and become one 
with it. 


My gosh! It's a lost voyager 6 from the NASA 
program of nearly 300 years ago. It's evolved to a 
higher plane because of all the knowledge 

its gathered. Do you know what this means? 


Yeah. It means we're really push' 
Ing it asking our audience to 
believe something this ridiculous 


Well, Commander Quirk, Decked- 
out is gone and the Enterprising is 
once again all yours to command. 
Where to now. Sir? 


Well, after studying their reaction to all 
that's happened during these last 2 
hours. I'm afraid there's only one safe 
place left for us to head... 


tat was |ust lik 

"The 

Companion" 

episode done 


Man, I want m^ 
4 bucks back 


That's it? 
How dumb 


I'm totally lost. 
What happened?! 


TH'fiNP 





































CRACKED Is proud to present a completely unauthorized adaptation of the classic 
Jungle Lad adventure, 'TARDZAN and the UGGA HUGGA BUNCH 1 ’ written for our 
magazine by JOE CATALANO & MORT TODD and Illustrated by JOHN SEVERIN... 

EDGAR RICE KRISPIE’S 



Tardzan, the Apish Man, was lost In the jungle as 
a child and raised by apes. They named nim 
'Tardzan" which is monkey-talk for "retarded 
zany white kid" Now on his own and wise to the 
way of human folk, Tardzan lives with Jain in an 
overpriced tree hut condo with cable TV and 
22 their pet chimp, Cheater. 


Life in the jungle is tranquil for the trio until one 
afternoon when a hunting party happens by. 

Heading the party Is Lord Crumbcake. 
Crumbcake’s expedition is searching for the 
almost extinct Berube...a small glraffe-llke animal 
that has a trunk. 












Wishing to bring the Berube back to England to 
exhibit as the opening act for Sir David Lee of 
Rothberg, Lord Crumbcake asks Tardzan for 
aid...to which Tard queries, “Izzit tax 
deductible?” Crumbcake explains that he 
meant physical help in locating a Berube. The 
Apish Man agrees to cooperate fully. 



The only lead Crumbcake has to offer is a set of 
the Berube’s footprints. Recognizing the prints, 
Tardzan hops aboard a nearby vine and 
ventures out into the wilds of the savage jungle. 
In his fervor to locate the rare creature, The Lad 
of the Jungle is unaware that he has taken the 
wrong vine! 



Tardzan suddenly and inexplicably comes face- - . " " / 7 

to-mouth with the ever-hungry Talking Blob! But, Quickly, Tard races to warn lord Crumbcake, 
before the Blob can say, “So long, sucker!’’, the who has meanwhile set up camp, that the Blob is 

invincible Jungle King pushes off the Blob’s on the loose. Crumbcake tells the Jungle Man 

stomach wall with his feet effecting a miraculous that over two dozen campers were unaccounted 
escape! Tardzan is angry! Angry because his for when he blew the whistle for “buddy up . 

first parody in years is, in actuality only another Tardzan fears the worst...the Blob has already 

Talking Blob vehicle! arrived and boy, is he hungryl 




















Meanwhile, in the privacy of his personal tent, 
Lord Crumbcake’s uncle, Lord T.N. Crackers,has 
his servant draw a bath for him. Unamused by the 
servant’s little jest, Crackers fills the bath himself. 
As per his usual routine, Lord Crackers’ rubber 
duck, lord Howard, joins his master in a sudsy 
sojourn. 


Artfully disguised as the green porcelain tub 
Crackers climbed Into, the Talking Blob captures 
his soapy prey. "So Iona, sucker" gurgles the Blob 
as he inexcusably talks with his mouth full. The 
butler, alarmed by it ail, thinks It wisest to inform 
the rest of the camp of the Blob’s whereabouts. 



As the crestfallen servant relates the recent 
events, Lord Crumbcake tallies up the amount of 
Blob victims. Stressing the need for help, 
Crumbcake asks Tardzan for a solution. Tardzan 
asks Crumbcake for correct change for the 
phone. "Don't you usually use your jungle yell to 
rally up your animal friends?” Crumbcake 
queries. “I ain’t callin’ no animals, fool!” replies 
Tardzan. 


Puzzled, Lord Crumbcake demands, “Then who 
did ya call?" “Blobbusters!” was the Apish Guy’s 
response. Arriving with haste, the Blobbusters 
explain that the Blob has escaped from last 
summer’s KING-SIZED CRACKED All-Blob special. 
Their plan is to trap the ever-eating ectoplasmic 
menace by sucking it into their “Blob-Vac" 
(patent pending). 













Elsewhere, in the confines of Lord Fjord's palatial 
tent, the old boy’s wife, Irma, Is upset over the 
Blob’s appearance. Asking where Fjord keeps the 
Burpy-Seltzer, the Lord responds, “They’re in my 
chest, you battleaxe!” After searching fruitlessly 
through the family treasure chest, Fjord notices 
her mistake and adds, “In the medicine chest, 
you numbskull!" 



You can guess what happens next. 



The number of Blob victims amounts to a total 
that Jason Vorhees couldn’t even hope to reach. 

Tardzan and the Blobbusters laboriously rack 
their brains, seeking a way to entice the Blob...to 
lure the creature into the open so they can trap 
him in the Blob-Vac (patent still pending). Then 
the solution comes to them when Jain enters the 

tent. 


After a quick explanation, Jain unselfishly and 
heroically agrees to serve as Blob-bait in their trap. 
Tardzan suggests to his brave jungle mate that 
she try to make herself appear more appetizing 
to the Hungry Heap so that he will be more 
readily attracted. Jain’s response is quite salty 
and unprintable in a family magazine such as 
..Hwwn . -«•. ours. 



- 













Next comes the long, arduous task of waiting for 
the approach of the Blobbusters' prey. They wait 
roughly three and a quarter seconds before the 
Blob takes the bait. Jain was confident that her 
Jungle Lad’s plan would work...and that's what 
worries herl 



The Blobbusters’weapons work!...a little too well! 
Besides sucking up the Blob, the Blob-Vac also 
inhales a few tents, a neighboring tribe of 
natives, a few acres of trees and are now In the 
process of whisking away Tardzan and his mate. 



The jungle couple’s brush with disaster was worth 
it (though It would be hard to convince Jain) for 
the incorrigible Blob is captured! "All is well!”, 
states a Blobbuster. ‘The Blob is securely situated 
in our Blob-Vac (patent denied) disposable waste 
bag!” said another. “Along with my hair!” adds 
Jain with a screech. 


‘The jungle Is safe again, thanks to you, Jain!” 
says Tardzan, stating tne obvious. "And until your 
hair grows back, Cheater will be glad to act as 
your wigl” Despite the fact that his party was 
unable to capture the Berube, Lord Crumbcake 
is satisfied that the Blob has been disposed of 
once and for all, and will never be free to 
menace anyone again! 





HI SANG! Herp we go again with a white HORSE 
a cloud of DUST and a MIGHTY Ho-Ha, Silver.... 


I hated to shoot him' 
the price of a 
silver bullet has 
gone up a dollar 
in the last month! 


Why did THE LONE RANGER 
hit you. Tonto? 


I told him I was leav¬ 
ing him—I was going 
to join CLEVELAND 
INDIANS! 
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You take that back, Tonto— 

1 r-J n 1 4- wojar a rrtAclr -< 

1 V_i l l 1 M VUI U IIIMWn 

every day because 1 

r ^ 

like playing 

w*- 

TRICK OR TREAT, 1 
and you know it! 
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DATING & DININC 


Yes! Mouton Rothschild 
’34! And those speckled 
eggs from French Maraus 
hens? I want them boiled 
exactly 1-^4 minutes! 


TRANSPORTATION 
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CLOTHING 


NO FANCY fllTMES/ 
flB PASITOE 
SWIMS* on ro You • 
M( onHTKVCN HAVE 
PLAIN PIPE RACKS*' 
0l)RCLOVN'N« 1^ 
JUST PILED NIAHV 
QH THE PLOOE.. 


... With match¬ 
ing underwear, 
of course! 


... And leave 
room for my 
beretta in 
both! 


>At/!CtAmH& S£A 


Some 

newcomer, 

Watson! 


Sir, we've just received a ship¬ 
ment of your favorite sea island 


GAMBLING 



































SIR HEFF HElWNER 




RADAR HOMING DEVICE PICKS 
UP THE PRESENCE OF FEMALE. 
(CAN BE ADJUSTED TO TRACK 
DOWN GIRLS BY AGE, 
LOOKS OR NATIONALITY!) 


PLANETARIUM-TYPE DEVICE 
FLASHES FULL MOON 
ON SKY DURING 
MOONLESS NIGHTS. 


ONE-WAY WINDSHIELDS 
SEE OUT, NOT IN! 


SELF-PUNCTURER 
INFLICTS FLATS WHEN 
PARKING EXCUSE IS NEEDED. 


What??? 

No BOSCO? 


And now, students, I'd like to 
introduce our guest lecturer 
for the day, Mr. Frank Sinatra! 



re at this schc 

ol, there'll be nc 

playing 

DON'T 
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ky guns. 
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TO FIND THE ANSWER 
TO THE ABOVE 
QUESTION, TURN THE 
PAGE UPSIDE-DOWN! 


WlU. MR,Solo PLEASE o 
REFRAIN FRSM LeWIHt 
5*TW flSlDUABoiFT. 


Attention agent ooo 7 - 

SMmiTTDTHlS C>FFlC£ 

IN TOPUftiW AU* ywR. 
CASE REPORTS AND ANK 
HEW AM I TlOWS TO YoVt- 

Urtte &MCK poo*-! 


“AGENT / 7 £ 0 <?- ( 
PEEASf VICKVP 
ffHoSB lies ATY 
Gocpaj RiW/ 

suftt/rwiKFX. 


AGENTS ARE REpUEsTEI 
TO MIND THBIK PfcANI 
0's »«AW> &PMMJ -'y | 
IHHfc/H' 5 , 4 . I 


ATTENTION 
Al-L A6ENTS: 

Td RefVLACE ANY 
AMMO fSED IN THE 
MNB OF PUT/jFlU 
OUT REOU&TiOU 
FoRU jT-3201-17 
Ift Ql/AOeoPWCATE 
FoR EACH BUkkET 
BXP&NDEO»'Sff0l*IT 
FORMS TO THE 
ORPNANCE DEFT- 


RFCRFT for the first time any- 

JL.WINU J-e#j WHERE JAMES BONDED 

REVEALS HIS TRUE PERSONALITY IN AN 
EXCLUSIVE INTERVIEW WITH CRACKED. 


SECRET#4 


J VMES ItONDEIKS ROSS IS 
KNOWN ONLY VS M" 
ci{ vcivKD now m:\ i:\ls 
W HAT THE STANDS I’OII! 


How are you trained to Handle all the 
hazards you'll encounter on duty? 


We're made to ride the New 
York subways! 


Of all the villains you've met, which stands 
out uppermost in your mind? 


The notorious Comrade Guzzelotov. This de¬ 
spicable cad not only tapped my phones, but 
liquor as well! 


What's your most important attribute 
as an agent? 


A strong stomachl Lately, the Russians have 
been bugging my martini olives! 


How do you get most of your clas¬ 
sified information? 


From the classified section of the 
phone book! 


What was your most hair- 
raising experience? 


When a bomb was planted on my bed! To 
this day, I don't know who put that Beatles 
album there! 


How do you personally crack enemy agents? 


By forcing them to watch the "double your 
pleasure" gum commercial for 5, solid hours! 


What are your plans when you retire? 


To become a talent scout for the Playboy 
Bunny Clubs! 
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h4te have been movie musicals in the past that have been awful, mostly because their 
songs were terrible. However, this year brings a new kind of awful movie musical where not 
only the songs are kind of weak, but also the performers. You see, their singing is so bad 
that they couldn’t carry a tune even if it were packed in a suitcase (Henny Youngman, 1906). 
And on top of that, there’s little dancing, hardly any story and a lot of mumbling of dialogue. 
And there’s much more that bugged us as you’ll soon learn when we give you our version of 
that recent movie hit 




* This is Poopeye, the movie, man, 
And I'm rowing to Sweathavan, 

To locate my poppy, 

So's I can live happy, 

At leask that isk my current plan. 


We'll fust write you some songs that are bad, 
The worsk that a film ever had, 

Then up for sup'ortin' choices, 

Get even worsk voices, 

So you'll shine like a Galahad. 


You may wonder how I gots this part, 
Since in music I ain'ts no Mozart. 

And my dancin' is shaky, 

Costin' me's a mlstakey, 

But still I was right from the start. 


Well, it's times for this turkey to start 
And I'll tells you if yours real smart, 
You'll go get candy frozen, 

Return near the closin' 

And miss all the bad middle part. 


"SUNG TO THE TUNE OF "I’M POPEYE, THE SAILOR MAN". 


See, I'd made a big hit on TV, 

So they asked me if Poopeye I'd be. 
I said I ain't no singer, 

I'm just a Ioke-flinger, 

They said that they would remedy 


Yes, he's Poopeye, a muscleman, 
And he's rowing to Sweathavan, 

To locate his pappy, 

So he can be happy, 

Which is more than our audience can 










Well, you came to the right place. I'm Mrs 
Oil and this is my husband, Motor. 


mm f 


Watch it buster! That coat 
rack's my daughter, Salad Oil 


Looks more 
chipped than 
dale. 


Ooh, I'm very 
(mumble 
mumble). 


Momma asked me to show you your room, but I don't know 
why. I have to get ready for my party tomorrow night. I'm 
being engaged to Bloato. But anyway, here it is. The 
furniture's real Chippendale. 


In that case, I think 
I'll just eat out. 


CRACKED thinks hammocks (trow or. trees! 
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Hey squinty 
eye! Your 
father 
wears a 
dress! 


Excuse me, but are you going to eat that hamburger? 


rying to pick a tight by insul 
very pappy I'm looking for? 


That was my intention when I 
lifted itsks to my puss. 


And your acting on 
Mork And Mindy stinks. 


Better get ready dear. Everybody is downstairs for your 
party and your beau Bloato will be here any minute. And 
bathe yourself. You smell awful. 


Well, at least now you'll 
never know how lousy the 
food actually is in here. 


I already took a shower 


How many times must I tell you— 
take baths! When you shower, the 
water never touches your body. 


Say, Miss Oil. Shouldn't you be in the housek at your party? 


Ooooh! I can't go through with it 
Bloato's just too strong for me. 


What'sk you mean? 


beautiful 
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You knows, Miss 
Oil, 1 kinds of likes 
(mumble, garble). 
Do yous thinks you 
coulds be sweet on | 
a (mumble, 
mumble) like me? 

You! Me be 

sweet on 

you? 1 
doubt it! 

And for one 
very big 
reason . 





Salod! What s the meaning of this? 


It's not what you think, Bloato. 
We and Poopeye found the baby 



Oh, Motor! What's] --- 

to become of us? : Mama's pretty upset Poopeye. 
The taxman’s ■ ^ 
taking 

everything. | 


And another thing I've noticed—I 
think Split Pea is psychic. 


That does it! Starting tomorrow 
your family gets every tax in the 
book— The furniture tax, the 
house tax, the air tax—even the 
Tic Tax! 


Well that certs 
me just fine. 
Good riddance! 


13 

1 know. 1 saw her eating some 
of her own cooking before. 


i_ 

Mpmui 



You callin' me son a basket case? 































CRACKED is a clrpcna «liu marriti a manKIlfin lo moke jure hi.i calls arc in good jiandi! 





Not psycho!.. -Psychic! Watch.. Will Poopeye 
win the big fight that happens in the next scene, 
but that CRACKED is going to cut out of its satire 
because it's so dumb and badly staged?. . .See. 


Oh, Salads. I comes to a big conclusions last 
night. I think I loves you. 


No, you're 
not meaty, 
but that's c 
good thing. 


And your voice 
Is, just like 
some music. 


Good If 
you like 


Played on an untuned, 


broke guitar 


They're good for kickin' down a door. 
And your figure, how can I put it? 


He can’t even walk. U> 
How can he run away? ^ 
He's been baby- A' 


My sinking! It 
drove the child 
to run away 
from home. 


Where no two stanzas ever rhyme 


Silly little imperfe 


Then there's your name, oh. How to put it? 


Oh, Poopeye. 
How romantic. 
>w. . . Ahh! Split 
Pea is gone!! 


True, yous a mess dear. 
A living wreck, dear. 

A walking mess, 
but you're all mine. 


i Let me try. Split P 

e 

a, what 
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| will the critics thi 
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k of my 

movie deb 
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Commodore, I brought you a present. He's 

psychic! We can dean up with him. |jp£f 

H Yovi mean you wanna ram a stick up his 
nose and make a mop out of him? 


No! No! He can lead us 
to the buried treasure. 


Hey wait! That's my buried treasure 
and no one's gettin' it. 


Enough with the commercial jingles 
Go save Split Pea! 


Oh my gloryoskies! Salad's being kidnapped 
along with Split Pea. They's my family. 


O.K.'s! Where's me Split.. . Pappy! After 28 years I’ve 
found you. I don't believe it! Comes and gives your 
sonny boy a hug! 


It’s kinda hard with my arms 
tied. Besides, you ain’t my kid 


Sounds more like the menu 
at a fast food restaurant. 


But Pops, we gots the same squint, the same badly 
made-up, bulging forearms and "I'm Poopeye The 
Sailor Man." 


The same lousy singing voice! Sonny 


If you’d eaten your spinach as a baby, you 
would have caught them by now. I used to 
give you a bottleful every night, but you 
never finished it. 


Do you know how hard it is to suck 
that stuff through a nipple? 
















Get 'im, Poopeye! Hit 'em in the 
.. .Oh my! Arms ore grabbing 
me from every direction. Gee! It's 
just like the date I had with the 
fraternity fellow last year. 


I don't know 


O.K., Bloato. Fights 
like q man! You's 
got me (mumble 
garble) and my 
(mumble). 


what you just 
mumbled, but 
O.K. 


Which is more than I can sez for the 
audience's ears because I'm gonna sink 
again—sink because I’m happy. 


And their money I've gotten. 
Though dls film was rotten— 
I'm Poopeye the rich... 

RICH MAN 111 


Poopeye. 
You saved 
me ond 
Split Pea. 


I'm Poopeye, the muscleman, 
And me Pappy is safe at hand. 


muv 


'REPRISE OF 
POPEYE THE 


Now will you eat your spinach? That's 
what my treasure chest is full of. Perhaps 
if 1 sang you a song about it. 

Nothing against your voice, 


Pappy, but yours timing isk 


kinda bod. Just toss me the 

|§§ipSiL 

green stuff. 






































One of the most amazing characters in tlie history of comics, TV and the 
movies is that mysterious nut, BATGUY! We at CRACKED are glad to give 
you the lowdown on... 


DAY BA TW 






L ^ 

s \ 




















mm 

Mm 


Now we’ve got you! 














ravelling through a spectacular galaxy of stars (a galaxy of stars greater than 
even the one assembled for the last Jerry Lewis Telethon), Mr. Spook, Captain Quirk, Dr. 
Buns McCloy, Scutty and the rest of the crew of the Starship Enterprising suddenly find 
themselves being attacked for some strange and unknown reason. _ _ 







Or perhaps we're finally 
meeting up with an 
enemy far mightier than 
even ourselves. Could it 
be that what we're about 
to witness is 


Oh, ye*, of course. But why? 
Why should we be fired upon 
by Slingshot Ships, Winged 
Dragons, Death Crafts and 
even customized Flying 
Edsels? 


Mr. Spook, for 
some strange and 
unknown reason, 
we're being fired 
upon! 


Perhaps their 
occupants saw 
our very first 
feature film. 


I know. I too heard 
the opening 
narration, Captain. 
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I don't know sir. His first movie 
was even worse than ours. 


Is it really necessary, Scutty? 


But he's accurate. According to these 
charts, we're not far from the City Of 
Crowds. 


Strange name for a planet, Buns. 
I wonder why they call it that? 




I know. Yabrewhaha must have put a fresh blade 
in my razor for a change. 


I meant the attack from that Winged DClO'/i. 


Oh yes! Of course 


And there is another coming towards us. 


Captain, I suggest we descend 
upon the nearest planet and 
make some repairs before 
continuing. 


Who said that? 


The screen, sir. I believe the 
lad's name is Flush Gordons. 


Is he to be trusted? 


It's just a hunch, but all 
these people here 
might have something 
to do with it. 


Perhaps we should stop someone and 
ask who the leader of this planet is. 
Then, we can seek him out for help. 
Wait!.. .You there! 




































Yes? 


mi 




m 
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What are you doing here? 


vpmmmmmmk 


One. . two. This must be it. 


I like to drop In on this planet every so often. It 
reminds me of the lines from my first two movies. 




Probably—unless Superduperman 
counts differently than us. 


Of course. Then perhaps you know where 
we might find the leader of this planet. 


Then let us enter. 


Ah, yes. That would be Mayor Crunch. 
Second door to the left. 





Greetings. I'm Mayor Crunch. 


There. This is much better. 


"■v. 


Whoooh!.. .Mayor 
Crunch?., .Mayor 
Crunch ?... I don't 
think this is his 
office. 


I'm glad you found us hanging there 
in that shaft. 


v I ./! 


I had hoped we could be a 
bit more alone than this. 


On a planet this populated, it's hard to 
keep anything a secret. 


Is there someplace we could talk 
with you alone? 


Sorry, but this is as private as one 
can get in this town. Be happy there's 
only one other person in that chair 
with you. Three is the usual number. 





You see, this is a planet where people come 
after their own has either been annihilated 
or turned into condominiums. We're vastly 
overpopulated and, for that reason, natives 
like myself are born compact. And what 
brings you people here? 


Well, feel free to stay as long as you 
like. Our visitors bureau will be glad to find 
you lodging and also assign you a 

breathing pattern. 


Come again? 



With all the people here, if we all 
Inhaled in unison, we'd suck all the 
oxygen from the atmosphere, so 
every citizen is assigned a pattern 
designed to allow no more than 402 
of the populace to inhale at any one 
time. 




We have to repair and figure out 
who destroyed it in the first place. 




















































There's no one there 
It's just a mirror. 


I tell you sir, I saw Buck Rogers in that 
mirror. 


Funny. Just a minute ago 
it looked like Buck 
Rogers to me. 


I know! I did tool And we'll solve 
that mystery after I take care of 
another matter much more urgent 


No. . .whisper. . .whisper. . .whisper 


And the picture 

next to your uncle? 


I think it's down the hall, sir 


I've come to give you a warning. Beware of the ulti¬ 
mate weapon. It utilizes no lazers or explosives and 
yet will destroy you completely. 


I'll just comb my hair here and. Wonderful Womanl 
What are you doing here? 


On the Planet of Crowds? 


Anything else? 


No, here in the men's room! You could get 
into big trouble if you get caught. 


Yes. Have 

a nice day 


Captain, the ship is almost repaired 


She told me that we would be. . .why, Mayor and Mrs 
Crunch! What ore you two doing here? 


And not a minute too soon. I 
just ran into Wonderful Woman 


Something awful has happened. Two of 
our citizens have disappeared. 


I should have warned you not to 
drive on a planet this crowded, sir 


How can you tell? 


How it happened is still a mystery, but the theory 
. . .that it was caused by something known as. . 


II 

Just one more thing. 
Mayor Crunch. Who is this? 

My 

uncle. He was a captain 
on the planet Earth. 
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Ahhhh! The 

Talking 

Blobll 


Gentlemen, a man- 
eating blob loose In 
a place like the City 
of Crowds is like 
...like... 


Gad! That thing just ate my wife 
Do you know what this means? 


So long 
sucker! 


Orson Welles loose at 
a no-limlt smorgasbord 


You're a swinging 
single again? 


My gosh! We do 
have to destroy 
that thing. 


That must be the ult! 
mate weapon Won¬ 
derful Woman said 
was going to be un¬ 
leashed on us. 


Quickl Into the 
ship, your honor. 


Why that's the Outlandish 
Marshall O'Kneel. I wonder 
what he's doing here. 


Moyor. I don't krow how that Blob got to this planet, but I 
have o feeling it's linkea to Wonderful Woman's worning 
and to the ottock we received right before landing here. 
Someone is out to do me and my crew in. 


An appetizer! 


Look, I've an idea. Before this becomes the 
City Of The Unpopulated, why don't all of 
you just leave. 


Do you think 
they'll survive? 


At ten 
bucks a 

T-shirt, 

they'll 

thrive. 


I hope so. I feel so unheroic 
just leaving and yet, there was 
something very strange about 
that planet. And the mayor's 
assistant—I think I encoun¬ 
tered him closely somewhere 
before. 


If someone is really after you, he'll have the Blob follow 
you from here himself. So just go. If you want, buy a 
T-shirt or two from our official souvenir stand here and 
then just leave. Please! 


Is there anything we can do? 
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Yeah. Say your prayers and smear 
yourselves with mustard, suckers. 


Calm down. You know a 
Vulcano doesn't feel any 
emotions. 


Captain, the 

Blob's got 
Mr. Spook. 


Shades of 
"Alien!" 
The Blob's 
locked on 
board with us 


True. But I 
can feel 

painl Do 
something, 
you Idlotsl 


I've an idea. Remember that sneezing 
powder I bought at the base for my mother's 
birthday? I want everyone to blow it into the 
Blob's face. 


That's why the mayor wanted us to leave. 
Captain. He knew! He's obviously struck a 
deal with whoever wants to do us in. 


Quicklyl Before he has a 

chance to swallow Spook. 


Cftooo 


Now, before he recovers, push 
him into the garbage chute. 


Buns! Press the incinerate button. 
Reaching temperatures of over 1400°, 
the only thing we should have left in a 
few seconds are a couple of Blob 
Kabobs. 


I'm pressing, 

Captain, but 

nothing's 

happening. 
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All of 
us here! 

We had 
reasons for 

wanting to 
destroy you. 


I helped because 
people kept going 
to see your 

movie instead 
of mine. 


Like Scutty said earlier, Captain, I 
cannot feel emotions, but taking a 
wild guess, could one say that 
there was a feeling of hatred 
towards us in the air? 


And everyone was watching you 
instead of me. Total elimination 
was the only answer for us. 


Well, we leave for a new galaxy 
tomorrow, safe and sound, but still 
Spook, I can't help wondering who it 
was that was trying to do us in. 


This is all very strange to me. But at 
least we're safe. Yabrewhaha, pull 
into that "Intergalactic Space Station, 
Bar and Automat." I can use a piece 
of Goop Pie after all this excitement. 


It wasn't a who. 
Captain... 
it was an us. 


Yes, Captain. 


And comparisons to 
your TV re-runs got 

me cancelled! 


And likewise for 
OUTLANDISH. 
People were 
staying home to see 
your space adven¬ 
tures instead of 
venturing out to 
experience minel 


And your film also kept them 
from coming to see the re¬ 
issue of my masterpiece! 


Nice guess. Spook. Nice guess. 


No wonder. The Blob oozed his 
way out an opening in the incinera 
tor before you had a chance to 
press the button. And now, he's 
grabbing for a passing ship. 


























r^lWhat could be worse than a dopey TV sitcom about a corny, drippy, totally unrealistic 
family? How about a dopey TV sitcom about a corny, dippy, totally unrealistic family of _ 
DUCKS?! Well, that's what you get...not one, but FIVE times a week from WALT DIPSEY’s new 
hit show! The stories are so sugar-sweet, you can ONLY call this series... 
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UJNCHPAIL , YOU 
HAVE TO KEEP THIS 
HELICOPTER AIRBORNE 
UNTIL WE REACH THE 
TREASURE OF WUT 
A LOT ABULl 


& 


NO CAN DO, 

MS. MeOLT l THE SCRIPT 
SAYS I GOTTA CRASH'. YOU 
BETTER TAKE PUOOBY, 
HOOEY AND PTOOEY AND 
JUMP FOR IT! 


§ARy 
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HELP ME, 
PTOOEY l I 
CAN'T _ 


WHAT ARE YOU 
TALKING ABOUT ? 
ALL DUCK S CAN 
SW &LUBS 


YOU SEEM TO BE 
HAVING TROUBLE 
YOURSELF! LET’S 
SEE IF LUWCHPAIL 
1 IS OKAY! 


I CANNA BELIEVE 
LUNCH RAIL McKMNK 
IS BE ALLY GONE I 


TLL MISS wmm ! MEANT I 
HIM TOO, HHF CANNA BELIEVE 

ANYONE CAN ACTUALLY 
GET OFFED IN / 
THESE CARTOONS! I 
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THIS 15 THE 7 MEASURE OF 
WOT A LOT ABUL ?! CHOCOLATE 
COINS WRAPPED IN &OLO 
COLOPED FOIL ?! ALL THIS 
WORK FOP WOTWIM&?.'.' 






"Do a TV show for today's 
audience!' I tell the 
producer...Mebbe Mad Quax or 
Bat Duok, Drake Knight! 



I'm gonna have words with this 
Screwge McDork and give thal or 
feather-faced fowl a piece of my 
(woo-woo) mlndl 


"That's right, Unca Scrooge!” How 
revoltlngl These jerks have their own 
show and what sort of gig do I get...l? 



A lousy 8-mlnute parody 
of an old movie...and It’s 
only shown In theatres! 
Some comeback! 



And If you ever try anything 
like that grenade stunt 
again, you're fired! 


Hold on, 
buddyl You 
aim goln' 
nowheresl 



For years you've been a mere supporting 
character while I've been a start So, how Is 
it you rate a CRACKED parody and I gotta 
hom In for a pathetic guest spot on the last 
pagel? 



Of course! You didn't 
think all the cash In the 
money bln belonged to 
that third-rate duck, did 
you? 


It belongs to me..and 
Walt Dlpsey, and we've 
decided to keep a 
proper perspective of 
thlngsl I'm taking over 
Yuck Tales! 


Now..what 
should I call 
my new 
series? 
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HERE'S A DARK, HOODED BAT-LIKE FIGURE IN THE COMIC PAGES LOVED BY 
THOUSANDS...THIS AIN'T ABOUT HIM! THIS IS ABOUT THAT LIGHT, HOODED 
.BAT-LIKE FIGURE ON TV LOVED BY MILLIONS! 


RICK ALTERGOTT 

BATTY-ARTI ST 


CHARLES HALL 

BATTY-WRITER 


Gosh, Bruise! I just don’t know what 
could be more exciting than collecting rare 
jelly jars! 


MANOR-HOME 


I was cleaning up and found this box of 
tights and black leather underpants! 
Why, they look large enough to fit 
a man! 


..Why don’t you remember I let the Mongrovian Men’s 
upe use the East Wing of Stately Payne Manor to rehear 
last month? They must have forgotten the box! 


Aunt Harriedtwit! 


Oh, silly me! That 
certainly explains it! 
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ND BACK AT THE 
FABLED BATTY-CAVE 




Gee, Bruise! Can anyone be more 
gullible than Aunt Harriedtwit? 


Excuse me, sir! There’s 
a (cough) telephone 
call (wink wink) in the 
study (hint hint)! 


Battyman! How 
did you know it 
was me? 


Yes, Commisioner? 


Is Alfredo 
all right? He 
always 
twitches so! 


1 ve spent years 
analyzing voice 
patterns...plus, 
this is a direct 
line to your 


Amazing! I’ll get to the point! 
Some criminal mastermind has 
freed the Jcrkcr, Twiddler, 
Kittywoman and the Pencilguin 
from the Gutham State Pen! We 
may be in for a major 
crime wave! 


Well, the 
Gutham 
Mets are 
playing 
tonight! 


“Hurry up 
and don't be 
wary...Kitty 
fell for the 
Caped 
Fairy!” 


Obviously! But 
what can he 
mean...“Caped 


Missive for 


Thank yoi 
Alfredo! 
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Engines to power! Turbos to 
speed! Bunsen burner on full! 
Compact disc of Battyman 
theme in player! 


The Batty-computer says 
it means Kittywoman 
wants to give herself up 
at the abandoned sub¬ 
basement of the Gutham 
Abandoned Sub-Basement 
Factory! 


Can you 
remember 
Battygal’s 
number? 


Eighty-to-two! The 
odds are about even! 


I got a run in my 
ights and I need to 
borrow some! 


Come along, Rabid! 
Careful not to step on tl 
heads of any third-rate 
celebrities! 


Evidently! 


Help me-ow! Help 
me-ow! They’ve ticc 
me to my own 
scratching post! 


We got their thugs, but the 
erker. Twiddler and Pencilguin 
lave escaped through that door! 


Holy Fried-Eggs-in-the-Pan-without-the-Pan! 
They’ve got Kittywoman tied up on the far 
side of a huge comic book propped open wit! 
a gigantic umbrella! 

































Holy Hot-Off-the-Presses!.The ink 
oil this comic is still wet! We’re 


Those fiendish devils! We’ve 
been snared by a “clever” 
_ ruse! 


stuck! 


That’s right, caped clods...dynamic dum- 
dums...masked morons.. .Did I forget 
one? 


But don’t worry, Battyman! Your 
vivid colors will be preserved in an 
extra-large, plastic, protective comic 
bag! 


You clownish crimester! 

At least tell me..who 
helped you escape and set 
up my finish? 


Won’t we? When the ice cube holding the 
umbrella melts, you and the Boy Blunder 
will be smooshed into two dimensions 
beneath ten tons of primo mando comic 
paper! 


It was them...the 
roducers of the new 
Battyman movie! 


Sorry, guys! In this movie we see 
The Battyman as a dark avenger of 
the night! 


Holy Reverse.Type- 
Casting! 


m Proceed carefully, Rabid! 

H Something’s not quite 
right here! 

§pa—i_ 

| Purr-lease save me, Battyman! I’d 
| clean my catbox for you! Help! 
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There's a new movie out this summer whose ad line reads something like, "If it's 
adventure, then it can be only one man." But we think the ad should also say, "If it's 
summer and the movie is making a fortune, then it can only be because of two 
men—George Lucas and Steven Spielberg." Yup. In case you haven't guessed the film 





Scotties. 
Like the 
tissue. 


Gee, Hy. I'm sorry. You 
want an aspirin for it? 


Please Wooly. Why don't you be like 
nose on tissue and blow. Dr. Bones 
has just given me Nurhachi. 


Silly woman! Nurhachi is the 
remains of the 1 st emperor of 
the Dynasty. 


Look upon it as 
a generous bonus 


And in return, Mr. Chair has 
given me this diamond. 


Poison!?! That 
wasn't part of 
our deal. 


mm 
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Blake Harrington is in there?!? 
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O.K., Hy. Hand me 
the antidote or the 
girl here gets it. 


Well then you leave me 
no other choice, Chair. 


Be my guest. I never 
liked her singing 
anyway. 


Hy dropped the diamond 


I thought you would. Now let's exit out the 
window. Hy Chair's men are all around. 


Forget it. Find the antidote 


What's wrong with the door? 


What good's the antidote? I 
can't wear that on my finger 


Use your head, doll. Heroes in high 
adventure movies never leave via the 


Yeah, but if I don't drink the antidote, 
doll, this movie ends now and your acting 
career comes to a grinding halt!! 


oor 


That's my friend Bottom Round. 
He's got a really meaty part in 
this sequel. I figured E.T. had 
a kid for a sidekick and made 
twice what our first Raiders 
movie did, so why shouldn't I 


AHHHHH! 


There's a kid 
driving this car! 


CRACKED IS talking very loud because you want your argument to be sound. 
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Ooooh. It was good to finally get some sleep and . . 
Ahhh! Indianapolis! The pilots are jumping out 

pKS'a IS Those are the chances you take, doll, when 
s BItftg |mH you fly a no frills airline. 


But if they're leaving, 


I know. I've tasted the 

food your airline serves. 


Will you Stop screaming 
It's no big deal. 


AHHHH! What'll we do? 


ane 


Dr. Bones! The planes 
engines are stopping. 


That's insane! 


What are you so uptight about? They're 
the 3 people who should be worried. 


Greetings. Can 
you provide us 
with a guide to 
Delhi? 


First down a snow covered mountain, then over a 
cliff into a river. Do you know what this voyage is 
doing to my hair? Where are we anyway? 


No need. I can show you. It two 
blocks down on right. It have 
best corned beef in village. 


Yes, place up street new deli. It open only 3 months 
ago. Not doing too well though, all villagers 

vegetarians.__ 


From the looks of the man 
greeting us, I'd say India. 


Onto the 
plane. We'll 
be safe now. 

That's where he thinks. That plane they're 
getting on belongs to me and it promises to 
be their worst flight ever. 


_ .. - ~ - - - . - - —■ ■*-—1 






































































o\HQLV 

BROS 


I f- ' -;b 

Bi »■■■■ .varir.i 


mm 

aSmSf 


saiou joo) )nq Suiqjou Bu|sn puB AJiBipod uo >iooq b 6 U|}u/v\ si QaxOVHO 


Excuse my friend, but his brain is how you say— out to 
lunch! I will provide you with a guide, but you must stop 
first in Pancake and do me one small favor. 


This neat. Dr. 
Bones. Going to the 
Temple of Gloom 
via elephant. 


Yeah. It looks as if even 
Wooly is enjoying it. 


Battle 6,000 crazed people who stole my village's 
sacred stone and imprisoned all of our children. You 
must free the children, rescue the stone and perhaps, 
if you have time, pick up my suit at the dry cleaners. 


And . . . 
yuk! I've got a 
soup filled with 

noses and 
ears. 


Welcome to the Temple of Gloom, Dr. Bones. I 
am your host Knotta Loud and this great banquet 
featuring some of our chef's best dishes has been 
prepared just for the three of you. 


Well, the critics were 
right. They did say that 
this film would be one of 
the top grossers of all 
time! 


And sauteed 
camel humps! 


Hmmm. Thank 
you. Monkey 
Claws Parmesan 
My favorite. 


inner was awful 


Easy. It's the last 
place a kid would e' 
go in his room. 


But anyway. I'm told that somewhere here in 
j Bottom Round's bedroom is a secret passage. 
I The question is where? 


Dr. Bones! 
Over here! 
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It's the same way we 
stopped the walls from 
crunching us in the trash 
compactor in Star Wars. I 
know how George Lucas's 


Nice work Bottom 
Round! You caused the 
walls to start closing in on 

us. Wooly!! Help us!! 

There's gotta be a switch 
to stop this!! 


you be 
so sure' 


cockroaches at 
one time? 


mind works! 


I wonder what this 
lever over here is . . 


That reminds 
me. I have to 
send something 
to my girlfriend 

for Valen¬ 
tine's Day. 


Grossing the 
audience out 
again. He 
just ripped 
that man's 
heart out. 


What's the 
guy with the 
red dye on his 
head doing? 


going 


Forget the stones. I'll buy you 
their new album when we get home 


No, doll. The 
sacred stones! 


Stones? The 
look like 
potatoes. 


Not so fast. I believe we have you now Dr. Bones. Drink this 


I'm afraid he can't. He's now 
in a trance. 


By lowering 
you into this 
flaming lava 
pit. 


Looks terrific. Any chance of 
getting a diet 7-Up instead? 


Sorry. As for you Bottom Round, you will be placed in 
our child labor camp. And you Miss Scotties, let's just 
say we're going to help you work on your tan. 


Oh. I thought that was just his 
usual blank expression. Sorry. 


Really! How? 


Quick! The ceremony is over. 
Let's get out of here. 

Patel 

mm 

Not without 

the stones. 
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Lower 

her! 


Jgh! This work camp is even worse than the 
leepaway i went to last summer. And I thought 
hat place was a hole. I've got to free myself 
and save Dr. Bones. 


AHHHH!!* Dr " Bones! Sna P out °* y° ur 
AHHHH! 


Ahh! That was a torch you burned me with 
kid. A simple nudge would have done it. 


We've got to save Wooly! Come on 


Nice fighting, kid. . . 
A little unbelievable, 
but nice. 


I didn't watch all those Bruce Lee 
movies for nothing. 


No time to kiss lady. We have to free 
all the children and get out of here 
before the final credits come on. 


This kid doesn't know 
how to have any fun. 


What'd you expect them 
to do—say "thanks for 
beating us up" and wave 
bon voyage! 


That was fun. 
Now what ride 
you wanna go 
on? 


Kid this is the Temple of Gloom! Not 
lisneyland! We've gotta keep moving 


Indy! 

They're 
coming 
after us. 


Another complainer! What do you 
expect me to do? Make water 
appear out of thin air? 































Now 

what? 


was 


Forget it, pal. I'd need finger the size of 

watermelon to stop this. 


Dr. Bones, I'm afraid that you and 
your friends have had it this time. 
You're surrounded! 


Wanna 

bet? 


Incredible! Everyone 
but US fell into the 
mouths of the waiting 
gators below. 


And being the stars 
of this movie doesn't 
hurt either. 


That's what 
happens 


Yes, Wooly, they're 
running over to the 
thing they missed 
most during their 
3 month absence. 


No. Their newsstand 
so they can get 
copies of the new 
CRACKED! 


Look, Indianapolis 
They're all 
running off. 


Their parents? 


well, all the rest ot this movie 
was unbelievable, why should 
the ending be any different? 


My friend! 


I 

We have 
brought the 
children back 

As 1 knew 
you would! 

to your 
village. 

IB 
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Quick, 

adjourn! 


Do anything 
you want...sir! 


...If there are no objections, I'd like to adjourn this session 
—'- ^- l:x — T “- “ ~ Council! 


No objections! 


Aside from New York 


City's Ed Kroch, I can 
only think of one 
other mayor of a U.S. 

city who is known 
thoughout the world! 
Meet him as... 


Joe Catalano writer Rob Orzechowski artist 


INTERVIEWS 

LINT BEASTWOOD 





Well, I don't think 
my Hollywood back 
ground has had any 
effect on this town! 


Why, didn't 
they take 
care of town 
business? 


Thank you 
for speaking 
with us.Your 
city council 
meetings 
are much 
different 
than ones 
I've seen! 


Yes, but their 
meetings didn't 
have dramatic 
lighting, 
dolby sound 
and special 
effects! 


IMAGINE THIS INDOI BY!l 


No? I guess most 
small towns have 


a concession 
stand in the lobby 
of their city hall! 

















































Oh, did you attract 
a microchip or 
auto factory to 
the area? 


I understand that 
since you've become 
mayor, you've 
improved the quality 
of life for Carmelcorn 


Most importantly, 
I'm responsible 
for generating $30 
million a year in 
city revenue! 


Yup! F'rinstance, 
the littering rate 
is down, thanks 
to me! 


citizens! 


Nah! I set up stands selling 
souvenirs with me on 'em! 


We've also cut 
jaywalking by 
over 200%! 


Hey, you! 
Halt, scum! 


Because 
of other 
new 
policies 
set up 
by you? 


In fact, most 
crimes are 
down! 


No...because of all the media 
coverage of my mayorship! There's not a 
place in town where you can commit a 
crime without d oing it on camera! 

^ S' " 


Has all the media 
attention affected 
the town's citizens? 


Not in the 
least! They 
ignore it and 
go about their 
lives normally! 


HE POlN‘3 
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Yeah...in fact, I've done 
a new Dirty Hairy 
movie with Benji 
co-starring as my 
faithful pit bull, Sol! 

Benji finds it a stretch 


Despite your political 
position,you're still acting, 
aren't you? 


When you were running for 
mayor, did you have to kiss a 
lot of babies? 


as an actor! 


( i can't ' 
GET A aoe 
GCA KINS 
CATS 
SINCE 
THEM PIT 
0ULLS 
. SHOWEP 

\ UP. J 


Did you say "kick a lot of babies"? 
Sure, I'm tough, but I don't rough up 
kids too much...unless they deserve it 




Do you want to 
shed your tough guy 
image with this? 


I have a film planned 
with Sylvester Slalloon 
a version of Romeo 
& Juliet! 


MAKETH 
MY PAY/ 


Just like Shakespeare 
meant it to be! 


When your term is 
up, will you run for 
re-election? 


No, Nanny, I have higher political 
ambitions! I want to run for president in 
'88! My slogan will be 'VOTE FOR CLINT 
OR I'LL KILL YOU IN '88!" 
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POT A 
HOOP 

on rri 





06 UY PEOPLE CAN'T RE PULSE AS MUCH WITH 
A HOOD OVER THEIR HEADS/ pUfrS)^ 
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Como in 
TRACER! Are 
you THERE? 


I'm here! 





MUCOUS MUG and 
PUS PUSS have 
escaped! YOU must 
find them! 


Okey- 

dokey! 







This is his lovable li'l 
bro'...Skip Tracer! 
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Dang my famous brother! He 
gets all the fame and the big 
cases while I'm just a lousy bill 
collector! 





PAY- OR-DIE; 

COLLECT 1C 

^AGENCY** 


_ 'lain..... 
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He gets all the attention 'cause he faces the ugliest villains available! 
I ve got everything he has...A keen sense of justice and dashing 
good looks! 
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...But I'll never get the 
chance working at this 
dinky outfit! 


iniinnniinnn 




Here's your next 
assignment...and get 
your stinkin' feet off the 
desk! 


HU. 


If only I could subdue 
some repulsive retrovert! 

Then I would have a 
chance in the limelight! 


























































































don't get it! 
Ihy do I keep 
getting this 
cterium in the 
mail every 
month? 


Tee hee! I played a joke on 
you Melbin and signed up 
for the Bacteria of the 
Month Club under vour 



You dwidget! I’ve 
already grown every 
strain of bacteria I 
need in my 
dark-greenhouse! 


1'U have to dump this 
with the other boxes 
by Unca Gran’pa's 
nuclear reactor! 


And when 
I the bill 

I comes.. .you'll 
have to pay 
) for it! 



Several bills've already come, smarty! And 1 won't have 
to pay because I forged your name on the order form! 


AHA! I've been taping this 
conversation and when the 
:ollection agent comes...and he 
ill come...I'll play your damning 
confession! 







































































I'm facing an 
opponent so 
diabolical, so 
cunning... 


Ugly is 
his 

middle... 
and last 
name! 


I feel much more 
powerful and secure in 
the knowledge that Dick 
is coining! 


Mainly, 'cause 
he carries so 
many guns! 


Now, where'd that little 
brat go...? OOP! 


I'll let Cys sort out 
this mess she 
made! 




































































































Oh, shoot! The tremor 
has caused the reactor 
to leak again! 






















































































I can just 

keep remembering 
what I used 
for bait! 


All right! ^ 
So I was wrong. 
Your breath didn't J 

tateEss&im 


I don't 
like the way 
you said "There's 
a catch to 


I hate guys 
that cheat at 
checkers ' 
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Gifted strange powers by an 
even stranger alien, young 
SYLVESTER P. SMYTHE can, in a 
moment of crisis, transform 
into the ultra-powerful, ultra- 


LEGEND 


I’ve discovered that 
certain smells can force 
persons into following my 
commands! 


Just because of my lack of 
personal hygiene, people 
have always looked down 
or me! 


^5n a DARK, 
STINKY SUB¬ 
CELLAR, 
renegade 
scientist, ODIE 
GODORETSKY, 
tries to 
develop a 
certain scent 
which he is 
sure will lead 
him to the 
smell of 
SUCCESS! 


IMP 


You jewel 
robbers like 
precious minerals 
so much...let’s see 
what kind you 
can find on the 
planet Mars! 


Only one more 
ingredient and.. 


I calculate that this special 
formula of scents should 
cause women to flock to me! 




Ss! 
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With his distinctive 
stink, that creep outta be 
easy to track down, 
Super Syl! 


Normally, but because ot a coid I 
don't have my usual super- 
oltactory abilities! I can't smell 


There's no need to fear...Super 
Sylvester is here! 


HARDLY! Syl slips aways in order to HELP his triends! With a touch of the button on his cap, Sylvester starts to 
CHANGE as the powers gifted to him TRANSFORM the janitor into something super! SUPER SYLVESTER!! 
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Hold it right there, 

Super Sylvester! 


Yeah„.plus I'm 
gettin' airsick! 


Quick! Land 
on that rooftop 
over there! 


How about using some sort of 
bloodhound to track the crook! 
Whore's Underdawg when you need 
him? 


Hey! I know just the 
gut to help us! I’ll be 
right back! 


And in 3 seconds...after a quick trip to Hollywood and back.,. 


Can I pick up the scent? Is the Talking 
Blob a stunt double for Marlon 
Brandope? 


You bet! Let’s 
go thataway! 


Why as I live and Iry to 
breathe! It's movie brat- 
packer Dudd Nelson! 


So what? Most people have 

to! They gotta use one hand 
to plug their noses! 


You can't stop 
me! I'm so close 
to my success, I 
can smell it! 






















Oh,it's true! I've never felt so peaceful! 


When I was fiddling with 
the stink bomb, I switched 
the equation so that 
instead of radiating 
repulsive smells, it sent 
out a sweet fragrance that 
compels people to be 


Unfortunately for his crime career, 
he's down to his very last scent! 


You've allowed me to 
launch my atomic stink 
bomb! It will explode over 
the city, covering it with a 


putrid stench for centuries! 


Look! Super Sylvester is 
tinkering with a rrnssle over 
the city! 


Or freeze it with his Chilly 
Breath'? 


Why don’t he 
melt it with his 
X-tra Hot 
Vision? 


Well, if he doesn't do something soon, it’ll go. 

















jrrm: 


^ome with us now, to the wild days of yesteryear, when cowboys ruled the unruly west on TV! There was one 
character, different from other westerners...because he bordered on PSYCHOTIC! He wore a mask and was 

antisocial...is it any wonder why he became the... 











We’ve got them: 
desperadoes 

covered, 
Tantrum! 
Keep firing 
away! 


We gettum 
good, Kemo 
Slobby! 


That sure was fun, but the way 
they designed it, you can only play 
it once! 


Git th’ heck outta my place, you 
two loco leaves! An’ take yer 
hosses with ya! 


Ugh! Me just 
remember important 
message for you, 

Keema Paratha! 
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Boy, you sure paranoid guy! 


But before we go on our mission, 
I’m going to need the assistance of 
a fellow famous cowboy! 


No, you fool! C’mon, we have no time to waste! Hl-Vb SEVERIN! 


Ugh! Why we always follow that same truck 
when we ride, Kemo Savvy? 


Ugh! Who we go 
see? Not 
Prance-a-long 
Cassidy again? 


i hat’s the camera truck, you moron! How many episodes do we 
have to shoot before you figure it out?! 


So tell me what celebrity cowboy we gotta see, already! 


We gotta go see 
Big Boy Rogers! I 
wanna eat before 
we do anything! 


Burp! That was good! 
Now, on with our plot! I'll 
go see that woman, but to 
play it safe, I’ll go in 

disguise! 


So, how many 
TMggerburgers will it be? 


.as the crusty ol’ 
prospector! 


(glub) Heaped beautiful woman 
gave me note to give to masked 
lawman. Said she in big trouble! 

Hmmm...this note gives me no 
clue...mainly ’cause 1 never learned 
to read! 

« Toronto, 1 want you to show me where you 

1 saw this woman! She may need my 

1 help..or it may be a trap! 


| 1 
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Why it’s jes’ me, honey... the 
ol’ prospector! Heh heh! 


Eeeek! What 
do you want? 


Cover your eyes, you old coot! What do 
you know about the masked lawman? 


Didn’ ya sen’ fer 

th’ masked man? 


In fact, I am he! Do I have to fight renegade 
injuns that turn out to be white men... 


No, It’s nothing that extremal My brothers and I run a big 
chicken farm and our birds are being eaten by werewolves! 


...or do I have to 
do our other plot 
where a town full 
of people think I'm 
an outlaw and try 
to lynch me? 


W-W-WEREWOLVES?! 


They sure grow ’em 
big in Texas! 


Tontsil, why don’t you tether the hosses and set 
yourself up in the stable!...I’ll stay up at the mansion! 


Silver bullets are the only 
things werewolves can’t 
deal with! I’ve heard you 
use them! 

Werewolf hunting is a 
little out of my league, 
but I’ll do it... If you 
help me find my mask! 

This is the fringe of | 
our big chicken | 

ranch...you can see 1 
some of our herd! * 
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Do dis! Do dat! Dat Loner sure got nerve! Next time 
injuns grab him, I might not save his butt! 


Meet my stepbrothers, 

Michael J. Wolf and 
Jason Batman! 


Howdy, boys! Do you have any 
idea where the werewolves 
are coming from? 


Least I got this heap funny magazine 
from medicine man! 


Get up, Tantrum! We’ve got 
to get ready for our 
chicken marauders! It’s a 
full moon tonight! 


Here we are! All alone 
against the enemyl 
Them, my guns...and the 

chickens! 


We better start grabbing 
reward money, Kemo Sloppy! 
I’ve already started cutting 
corners with our lousy budgetl 


Quit your rambling! I think I hear the 
pitter-patter of the culprits now! 


It is those dang werewolves! And coming right for us! 
Fortunately, I have the one thing they're scared of...silver 

bullets! 


Like, I’ve been meaning to tell you for a while, but real 
silver bullets are too expensive! I’ve been spray-painting 
lead bullets with silver paint! 
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Outta th' way, buddy! 


Ifeaahh! They’re 
right on our 
heels! 


Why don't you distract 
them while I escape! 


Ooof! 


So long, 
clucker! 


Sure is lame excuse, but what you expect 
from low-budget magazine like this? Well, 
mebbe me can strike up a deal with Blob! 


No problem! Is worth 
twice the wampum you 
paid, I might add! 


Oh, thank you for ridding the range of those 
awful wolves, getting rid of my freeloading 
stepbrothers and getting me this wonderful 
fur coat! 


C'mon, Tantra! Get 
me outta here and 
we’ll split 50/50 from 
now on! 


WHO IS THIS 
MASICtO &J.08 


They weren't after us! They were 
running from something, too! 

Ll 

It Talking Blob, itself! Issue of CRACKED that medicine man 
gave me must’ve been magic and he came out of it! 

































The transition to film even caused the hald-pated villain, I .ax Lather, to 
sprout a full head of hair! 


Oh. yeah?! How do you 
know? These movie writers 
keep making up my powers 
as they go along! 


As these word balloons sprout over our 
heads, two nuclear missiles are hurtling 
to their targets! Not even you can he in 
two places at once! 


In the comics, NO ONE tells Supedupman what to do! But in the 
movies, even his DAD is giving him grief! Who wants to go to the movies 

to see THAT? 


I promise! And the other 
thing? 


Son, lissen to yer ol ! man 
Mar-Lon an' promise me two 
things you'll never do! One is 
to never attempt to change 
historv... 


.. .One hyper- 
important 
question that only 
you, with your 
infinite powers, 
can answer! 


Wow! Supedupman! Ever 
since I first saw you I've 
had a question to ask you! 


About 50 years ago, two 
guvs from Cleveland 
came up with an 
indestructible comic book 
character... However, 
when Hollywood adopted 
him, they darn near 
destroyed our 
invulnerable hero! 

Here’s... 


HOW THE MOVIES WRECKED 


By the 197)s, the comic version of Lowest Pane was women’s libber! In 
the flicks, though, she comes off as a chain-smoking scatterbrain who 
can’t even spell! 


VV hue Supedupman has no problem juggling planets in the funny 
hooks the movie version has a hard time stopping a simple pair of 
nuclear missiles (sneer)! 

























Meanwhile, in Supedupman II, we learn there’s no such thing as getting 
rid of a nuclear missile SAFELY! 
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Shaddup. kid! Va 
bother me! 


You saved Miss Pane. Supedupman. 
by going back in time and changing 
history, but in doing so you sacrificed 
thousands of lives that you saved, but 
didn't save 'cause you went back in 
time and,.. OW! 


Ah! That convenient nuclear missile 
has freed us from that record album 
cover we were trapped in! 


Watch your 
language in 
front of a 
lady! 


Now we 
must exact 
revenge on 
Mar-Lon. 
w ho trapped 
us. and his 


heirs! 


Sir. the Kreeptonians have come 
to take over the White House 1 


Fine! Send them 
in! I support 
them 100"! 


Sir. he said 

Kreeptonians. 
not Contras! 


Inwest, to prove my luv for you 
I'll sacrifice my powers and 
become an un-Supedupman! 


Yeceh! Wliatta va wanna do 
that for? Then you’d be the 
same as any other schlep! 


No! Being able 
to see people 
throw buses at 
each other! 


Wuzzat?! Where'd 
he go? Which one 
is he? 


Y'know, this is the best 
Supedupman movie cause it 
gives the audience what they 
really want to see! 


You mean the 
meaningful 
relationship 
between him 
and Lowest? 


Sheesh! If I knew I had this power in the first 
film, 1 wouldn't be in this mess now! 






























Unfortunately, the cinematic caped Kreeptonian doesn't keep his other 
promise to Mar-Lon and Supedupman II comes out! 




Soon after, there was a rip... or. spin-off called Supedupgal... but her 
snobby suped-up cousin didn't even show up for a micro-second! 


Don’t ask me how, but I’ve 
created a piece of counterfeit 
Kreeptonite! 


That I can believe! What I can’t 
believe is that you're in 
this movie! 


Lotto Lungs! My teenage 
sweetheart! What brings you 
here? 


Oh! And is 
Richard 
Prior 

supposed to 
replace Lax 
Lather?! 


Mostly ’cause Maggot 
Kiddin wouldn't show 
up to play Lowest 
Pane again! 


Omigosh! That funky 
Kreeptonite caused a mutant 
Supedupman! 


Hah! I am the one, 
true Supedupman! 


Do I not subdue my 
opponent with my 
suped-up cunning and 
suped-up wits? 


No I do not! I 
subdue him 
with my suped- 
up brute force! 


Hey! Ain’t I 
called the Man 
of Heavy 
Metal?' 


Despite the fact you've 
destroyed the world economy 
and stolen millions. I won't 
turn you over to the police! 


But for what 
you’ve done to 
our box office 
credibility, I 
oughrta 
drop you! 


Oh. thank you. 
Supedupman! 


P.U.! I wouldn't go near this trash! 
I’m saving myself for some 

high drama! 


Like what? 
Shakespeare or 
sum'thin’? 

































And so conies a drama as important as tomorrow’s headlines... the epic 
that will establish how modern man thinks for the next 100 years... 


SUPEDUPMAN IV! 


That’s just it, my 
new-wave nephew! 
The Unclear Man’s 
powers are just like 
Supedupman’s... 
unclear! 


When I heard about what a 
socially importanl message 
this flick would have, I broke 
out of jail to create the 

Unclear Man! 


What powers 
does the 
Unclear Man 
have? 


Hey! That's a good 
idea! 1 get so 
embarrassed wearin' 
this long underwear 
alia time! 


Maybe if I do a 
socially relevant thing 
like that in my films, 
people will take me 
seriously! 


The special effects in this 
movie aren't too effective, 
are they? 


Hey. dude! The movie’s almost 
over! When are we going to get to 
the important issue? 


It doesn't matter! The issue we're 
dealing with is the most important thing 
in this film! 


Quiet! I'm using my new power... 
Rebuilding-the-Great-Wall-Vision! 


.And if you want to keep an audience as long as I have, you better come 
up with some real suped-up adventures... if your writers were smart, 
they'd swipe some good ideas from the comics! 



I don't know... why 

don't you do 

don't I?! 

something about 
nuclear weapons? 
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Okay! Here 1 go with all these nuclear 


No. you suped-up idiot! I'm 

missiles into space and... OOF! Who 


the original Supedupman 

are you?! Are you the duplicate from 


from the comics! 

the last movie? 
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No, a project capable of making life from 
death. Shall I give you more detail? 


DID 

HE 

SAY. 

HOME 


Nah. If the audience didn't see "Star 
Trek II," that's their tough luck. 


Don't worry, Gym 
I'll save the ship! 


J little bit of movie history trivia now. How did 
"Star Trek //"end? Well, if you don't remember 
(and how could you not with all the media hype 
it received), it ended something like this: 


is dead. 


Sir, I know that we're a million miles from home, 
but don't you think he deserves a better burial than 
this? 


Spook, you can't stay in there. The 
radiation is way too high. The 
indicators are in the danger zone- 
even your ears are drooping. 


Scotties we're limited to what we have. 

fjpi 8 $ I realize that, sir. But surely we can do better than 
•V ‘// shooting him out to planet Genisis inside a Hefty 

garbage bag! 


Sir, do you want 
your log, so you 
can begin this 
newest episode? 


Not yet Mr. Checkoff. The 
Enterprising is about to arrive back 
home and I have to finish sorting out 
my dirty laundry. Why don't we 
begin, instead, by showing the 
newest threatening Klingfree 
villain. Lug. 


Lug, we intercepted a transmission from the Enterprising and 
it confirms what we thought Genisis was. 
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We're almost home. Prepare to dock 


Captain, I'm picking up something 
strange on the screen. 


Don't you always? What is it 
this time? A Boy George video? 


No, sir. An energy force 
coming from Spook's room 


You must rescue my body. Gym, bring it back 
to Vulcanized and climb the steps of Mt. 
Crayola with it. 


Gym, the Enterprising is to be put in moth balls. 


Not yet commander. I have to go to 
Genisis and rescue Spook's body first. 


Impossible! Genisis is off limits to all except the members 
of the Federations science crew now investigating it. The 
answer is no. Uh uh, sorry. That's my final word. 


Well, if you like, could you beam yourself 
over to the theater's concession stand and 
get me some popcorn and a box of 
Raisinettes? 


I m glad our 
commander let us 
beam down because 
look!! There is 
life on this planet. 


Not to mention a small child with 
pointy ears sitting next to the Hefty 
bag Spook was buried in. Do you 
suppose this child could be him 

reborn? 
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Commander Quirk, remember me? Spook's father. Why 
didn't you bring back my son? On Vulcanized only the body 
dies. I must have your thoughts about this. May I join 
your mind? 


But if Spook isn't 
inside you— who then? 


YOUR 


That's what 
all my 
teachers 
used to say. 


Why? Is it coming apart? 


Of course! Clones! 


It is Vulcanized custom, when you die, to leave your 
thoughts with another. Perhaps Spook did this with you. I 
admit it's a stupid custom, but Star Drekkies love this 
kind of stuff. 


Lug, we have located two people on Genisis who 
we believe know how the operation works. 
However, we have a problem. Their space craft 
is protecting them and we cannot do anything 
with the craft in the way. 

OhT Well 

there's a simple i 

solution to that, if ' f@Ssi 


Any other problems? 


No. That pretty well settles it. 


Good. Now bring me 
those scientists. 


Men. Everyone refuses to give me permission to take the Enterprising to 
get Spook's body from Genisis and then bring him and Clones up to 
Mt. Crayola on Vulcanized. So I'm left with but one choice. 


Renting from Hertz? 


No, stealing the Enterprising 
Are you with me? 


You could all get 30 years in prison if we're caught 
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I'm afraid we can't, sir 


I think I've seen enough of this planet 
It's aging by the minute. 


Gentlemen, we're nearing Genisis 


And so is Spook. 45 minutes 
ago he was a babe. Now he's 3 


My mom always said that I grew up right before 
her eyes, but this is ridiculous . . . Capt. Stevens 
beam us up . . . Captain? . . . 


I'm afraid no one is 
beaming anyone up 


Very nice except what I meant 
was to fire at the other ship. 


Captain Quirk, we have taken 3 prisoners on Genisis and 
unless you surrender in one minute, I will kill one of them. 


They've surrendered? 


No, sir. They've hit us and knocked 
out all of our computers. We're a 
sitting duck. 


We now have two prisoners 



someone has taken the Enterpri 
Should we chase after them? 

sing"' 


— 

!- 

Of course! Up to warpe 

id spee< 

d . . . Well?!? 1 



























Except maybe the transporter 
I could have used just a minute 

more on that! 


No disrespect sir, but forget your 
plans. They stink! We'll just 
jump 'em instead. 




Pray there's aYellowCab service on 
Genisis. Now if everything is repaired and 
set to implement our plan . . . 


Then beam us away. 


You have to beam hirn up 
back onto your ship. 


That's vessel. 
Checkoff! Vessel 


Good plan except, without a sppce 
craft, how will we get home? 


We'll beam ourselves down to Genisis and set the 
timer on the ship to self-destruct itself in 3 minutes. 
Then, when the Klingfrees board the ship, they'll 
blow up with the Enterprising. 


Sir! Over there! It's 
Commander Saveit and she's 
surrounded by Klingfrees. 

I've a plan to save her 


A CIPSED MOUTH 
GFTHC-RS NO FOOT! 


Am I glad to see you. I've found 
Spook and he's aging rapidly. 

After 20 years in this 
m series, aren't we all? 


No, the end of a whole 
line of toys we can sell. 
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Perhaps we can get Lug to 
beam us up onto his craft. 


Not a chance 

commander. You killed 
all of my men when 
they boarded your ship. 


Promise? 


Have I ever 
lied to you? 


Don't tell me you're gonna hold a 
grudge against us just because of that!?! 


That's one thing I can say about most 


O.K., let's beam ourselves up. This 
planet hasn't got much time left. 
Plus, boy, are my arms aching! 


Can you 
operate 
the ship? 


Well you got us going 
Now I just hope we cai 
find Vulcanized. 


No problem 
I just 
press this 
button here. 


I don't mean to butt in, but 
that wasn't the engine you 
just activated. It was the 

windshield wipers. 
































oyal priestess, we have come to try and place my 
nind, which is stored in another man, back into my 
son's body. Will you do it? 


You have brought my son home. Now all that is left for you 
to do is to carry him up those stairs to the top of Mt. Crayola 


You gotta be kidding! There's 
more steps there than the 
Washington Monument has. There's 
gotta be an easier way! 


There is great risk involved, however if 
you're willing to chance it, there's my list 
of prices on the wall. Just pay the 
cashier for a mind swap and we'll get 
started. 



But will he remember 
anything? Will he still be 
his brilliant self? 


Look!! He's all 
right!! My son 
is alive!! 


Louise! Your 
name is 

Louise! 
Am I right? 


My father 
tells me 
that you 
are my 
friend. 


I have a feeling you're gonna have a 
whole 'nother sequel to get it right. 


Tft'ENO 























FILM-FLAM MERY SECTION 


Why do you always 
tie your victims 
to a rail? 


Oh, well! I ve always 
wondered what it 
would be like to have 
a split personality! 


The old-fashioned movies, with their heroes and heroines caught up in life-endangering 
situations, kept audiences on the edge of their seats. We believe that the movie makers 
of today could easily recapture the nickelodeon’s quality of high suspense merely by up¬ 
dating the vintage predicaments above. As a sample of what we mean, we offer these... 


MODERN 

LIFFHANGIN 

SITUATIONS 
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CLIFF-HANGING SITUATIONS FOR THE MODERN MOVIE HEROINE- 


She's shackled to a revolving door at Hocy's during the Christmas shopping season. 


She's bound to a Central Park bench in broad daylight. 


She* trussed up in a crab grass infested lawn. 


(Choke! Choke!) If only 
my hero can get here 
in time with a power mower! 


shoulder? 














How can I? I haven't 
made a spare all year! 


EXPRESS 


Better yet, 
left flip him! 


He'j placed Inside a dummy used for Cleveland Browns' scrimmages. 


He's tied to a "Do Not Litter" sign on a highway. 


He's disguised as a Bootle and left to the mercy of stampeding Beatle fans. 


He's forced to do a Hen commercial. 


iere s enough souvenirs 
to go around for 
all of us if we 
divide him evenly! 


Anybody want 
















ARE COMICS 
CHILDREN? 



LONE RANGER 

MASKITIS DEMENTIA 


Definite introvert type. Keeps to him¬ 
self oil the time. Won't let others get 
to know him. Wears mask to conceal 
probable physical deformity about which 
he feels inferior. Has formed abnormal 
relationship with a man called Tonto," 
who olso shows well-developed psy¬ 
chotic tendencies. 



ARCHIE 


TEEN AG IS IMMATURA 

Painfully immature. Cannot fully de¬ 
velop into adult. Completely typical, has 
no individuality. Displays violently ir¬ 
rational behavior. Is very accident prone, 
which is symbolic of a desire not to 
grow any further, and to remain in an 
infantile state completely devoid of re¬ 
sponsibility. 

94 



TARZAN 

APIS PF.RVERSIA 


Has a strange compulsion to swing from 
trees. Beats chest wildly and talks to 
animals. Engages in irregular behavior 
with a chimpanze. Unmistakably ata¬ 
vistic nature, due to a severely retarded 
libido. Finds it difficult to communicate 
with others, probably stemming from an 
early childhood conflict. 



MUTT AND JEFF 

DOL'BIS IDIOSIA 

A very strange pair. Definitely a neurot¬ 
ic attraction in which each finds com¬ 
plete fulfillment in the other. Neither 
ever relates at all to the opposite sex. 
Standard case of arrested libido growth. 
A good guess is that Mutt finds in Jeff 
the father he never had. 



DOGPATCHIS HILLBILLIA 

Extraordinary case of stunted intellec¬ 
tual growth. Very low I.Q. is seen in his 
inability to make intelligent rational¬ 
izations. Probably caused by faulty up¬ 
bringing by maladjusted parents—strong- 
willed mother who dominates a weak 
father who eats nothing but pork chops. 
Clear Oedipus complex. 


* 



SUPERMAN 


SCHIZOPHRENIA CLARKENTIS 

Possesses an extreme split-personality. 
Overly meek at times, then suddenly 
becomes a manic-depressive. This indic¬ 
ates a poorly balanced psyche control. 
Also has a peculiar habit of disrobing 
in telephone booths. Con be dangerous 
if let loose. 

















RUINING OUR 


“YES," says Dr. O, Kropotkin, world famous psy¬ 
choanalyst. Our comic heroes are all neurotic and 
psychotic. Children are being unhealthfully condi¬ 
tioned, and tend to develop the fears and anxieties of 
these characters. In support of his claims. Dr. Kro¬ 
potkin offers the following analyses of leading comic 
strip heroes . . . 

DR. KROPOTKIN 




SMILIN' JACK 


S1LLYITIS GRINN1A 

Contrary to name, subject never smiles. 
Walks around with pained expression 
on face, indicating excessive melanchol¬ 
ia due to deeply-rooted fears and anxi¬ 
eties. Passion for airplanes suggests 
immature desire to escape from reality. 
Unhealthfully attached to “Downwind," 
a strange narcissistic type. 



POPEYE 

SPINACHIS EAT1A 

Has a neurotic craving for spinach, with¬ 
out which subject cannot function to full 
potential. Going with girl named “Olive 
Oil” for 16 years and cannot enter into 
a mature marriage relationship. Instead 
he finds gratification in the company 
of a paranoic named “Wimpy," who has 
an odd fetish for homburgers. 



FRANKENSTEIN 

MONSTERLS KARLOFHA 


Moody, sullen, neurotic behavior. Unable 
to form human relationships. Shows sym¬ 
ptoms of reverse persecution complex. 
Insecurity probably due to super sen¬ 
sitivity with regard to his appearance. 
Strange walk symptomatic of inner in¬ 
stability. Needs love and affection to 
subsist normally in society 



ORPHAN ANNIE 

LEAPINLIZARDS PRAECOX 


Keeps wearing same dress all the time, 
showing complete disregard for conven¬ 
tional standards. Dilated pupils of the 
eyes indicate a rare type of demented 
make-up. Claims to hear voice of a dog 
named “Sandy." Conflict lies in a dis¬ 
torted father image, manifesting itself 
in a “Daddy Warbucks.” 



MARY WORTH 

BUTTINIS NAGIA 


Desperately sick, old lady who apparent¬ 
ly experiences a neurotic satisfaction in 
constantly interfering with the lives of 
others, and messing them up consider¬ 
ably. Indicates a subconscious hostility 
towards society in general. Maintains 
a "mother image" personality to bring 
about her sick ends. 



SANTA CLAUS 

XMAS CHOLERIA 


Decided extrovert type. Has unnatural 
obsession to give away things for noth¬ 
ing. This is probably o cover-up for guilt 
feelings developed in early childhood. 
Smiling, jovial nature is disguise against 
hypersensitivity due to huge size. Lives 
alone in remote comer of globe and 
talks to reindeer. 
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In the new JAMES BOMD thriller, THE LIMPID DAYNIGHTS, there’s a noticeable lack of all 
marks a return to the two-fisted .007 of the novels... but, in fact, it’s really 


lo... you’re the new .007! 1 dc 
hope you’ll take better care of 
our equipment than the 
previous ones have! Let 
me show you some of our 
latest gadgets! 


Eel O’Brian writer 


What do I 
track with the 
radar? 


These cigarettes are 
deadly! Offer one 
to an enemy and 
it’ll be all over 
for them! 


Hmmm... 
poison gas? 
How long 
for it to take 
effect? 


cigarettes! 
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You track the attache 
case! Do you know how 
much of our luggage the 
airlines lose a year? It 
gets expensive! 


Next is a super-gun that 
shoots miniature radios into 
villains' bathtubs, thus 
electrifying them! There’s only 
one drawback... 


No! A cheap 
Korean digital 
watch! Sure 
saved the 
department a 
lot of money! 


What’s inside? 
A death ray or 
something? 


See this u r atch? 
Looks like an ultra- 
expensive Swiss 
























Your new car, an Astin-Martin-Lewis. has all the 
standard issues: ejector seat with whoopee cushion 
stink bombs and, especially for your assignment, 
we’ve installed a bullet-proof body and windows, 
machine gun turrets and lasers! 


Sheesh! Where am I going to be 
driving? Afghanistan? Libya? Iran?! 


No, worse! The southern California freeways! 


None! But at least we can 
release a toy spin-off from 
the movie! 


What’s that? 
Some new kind 
of bomb? 


Nope! Masks of the other James Bomd actors! If 
this movie's a bomb, you’ll have to wear them 
in future .007 films! 


In the event of a 
complete disaster, 
we’ve developed the 
tilings in this bag. Use 
them as a last resort 
measure! 
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